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one long cry of love, admiration, and devotion ! What
success! What applause I What ovations ! How
majestic she was when she appeared beneath the portal
of Notre Dame, or when she ascended the grand stair-
case of the H<5tel de Ville I That evening, all Paris
was illuminated; the Place VenclSme, the Place Louis
XV., the Palais Bourbon, were ablaze with lights.
The decorations of the Hfitel de Ville were magnifi-
cent with golden vessels filled with lilies, purple
stuffs, columns, balustrades, and bands of music. The
fireworks represented the Temple of Hymen. Before
the door France was to be seen receiving from on
high the august child just born.

Ah! let the Queen enjoy in peace these last mo-
ments of happiness! Let her still believe in the
fidelity and kindness of her subjects! Let her still
nouris]a the illusion that she rules over a loyal and
chivalrous people! She is at the summit of her
glory; but there are certain heights which cannot be
reached without peril. In happiness, as in the at-
mosphere, there are certain limits which mortals may
not pass. Whoever has been the object of enthusi*
astic praise and intoxicating flattery must await crit-
icism and abuse. Kings and queens, geniuses and
great artists, suffer this same fate. All happiness
and glory must be paid for. Whoever you may be,
if you are the idol of the multitude, tremble; unhap-
piness is not far off: after the palms, Calvary!

How false is joy!' What is blinder than hope ?
This Dauphin, whose cradle is girt with such cries